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Fine weather. Stars now and then soft as geraniums, or
hard and splintery like riven pikes. Homely men walk-
ing about in carpet slippers, playing with their beads,
spitting, belching, making friendly grimaces, tossing tfceir
heads back and with a clicking noise saying no when they.
should be saying yes. In the rear of the boat the steerage
passengers, sprawled pell-mell over the deck, their pos-
sessions spread out around thfem, some snoozing, some,
coughing, some singing, some meditating, some arguing,
. but whether asleep or awake all joined indiscriminately
one to another and giving an impression of life. Not that
sterile, sickly, organized life of the tourist third class such
as we know on the big ocean liners, but a contaminating,
infectious, pullulating, bee-hive life such as human be-
ings ought to share when they are making a perilous voy-
age over a great body of water.
I went back to the salon around midnight to write a
few lines in the little book which I had promised Sefer-
iades. A man came over and asked me if I weren't an
American—he had noticed me at the dinner table, he
said. Another Greek from America, only this time an in-
telligent, entertaining one. He was an engineer.doing
reclamation work for the government. He had been over
every inch of Greek soil. He talked about water $upplies, •
electric equipment, drained marshlands, marble quarries,
gold deports,'hotel accommodations, railroad facilities,
bridge building, sanitary crusades, forest fires, legends,
myths, superstitions, ancient wars and modern t wars,
piracy, fishing, monastic orders, duck shooting, Easter
celebrations, 'and finally, after talking about long range
guns, floating armadas, twin-screwed and double-jointed
.hurricane bombers, he launched into an account of the
massacre at Smyrna of which he had been an eye witness.
In the long list of atrocities to be accredited to th£ human

